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Beaumanoir saw this, deep from his heart he sighed; then said he
to Brambro in great and haughty words," O knight of England,
you sin grievously in that you pain these poor folk who sow
the corn, and from whose tillage we have flesh and wine. If
there were no labourers in the land (I tell you the thought of
my heart) then must we nobles labour in the fields with flail
and hoe, and suffer poverty, which is great pain to such as are
not to the manner born. Let such have peace henceforward,
for sore have they suffered; Dagworth's testament is soon
forgotten." Then answered Brambro in great and proud
words, " Beaumanoir, hold your peace! let us hear no more
of this i Edward shall be crowned king of France, and the
English shall have power and mastery on every side, in spite
of all Frenchmen and all that fight on their behalf." Then
answered Beaumanoir with great humility, " Dream another
dream, for this is ill-dreamt; all your boasting is of no avail.
Now, Brambro" (said he), "let it please you to order this
matter wisely; let us fight together on a chosen day with sixty
companions, or fourscore or a hundred; then shall we be
assured, without further parley, which of us hath the right or
the wrong." Thus was the battle sworn; that each should
bring thirty fellows in his train.
Brambro, however, was not able to raise more than 20 English and
made up the number with 6 Germans and 4 Brabangons (or, according to
another account^ 6 Flemings and 4 Bretons of the English faction). The
Bretons heard mass and confessed themselves ; Brambro encouraged his
party by quoting the prophecies of Merlin.
Then the sixty fell upon each other with one accord; at
the first shock great was our discomfiture; Charruel was taken,
Mellont was slain, and the valiant Tristan, so great and strong,
was sore stricken with a mace; Sir Jehan Rousselot was
wounded almost to death. If Jesus Christ, Who guideth all
things well, think not upon us now, the Bretons will surely
have the under hand
Sore was the battle on that grassy field; Caron de Bosc
de Gas was smitten with a mace, Mellont and Tristan were
wounded to death; then he \$ic\ cried aloud "Beaumanoir^ *
where art thou?   The English bear me off wounded and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